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But hadst thou view'd her leg and thigh,

And upon that discovery                                   35

Search'd after parts that are more dear

(As fancy seldom stops so near);

No time or age had ever seen

So lost a thing as thou hadst been.

TO MR. D'AVENANT FOR ABSENCE

WONDER not., if I stay not here:

Hurt lovers; like to wounded deer.

Must shift the place; for standing still

Leaves too much time to know our ill:

Where there is a traitor eye,                                5

That lets in from th' enemy

All that may supplant an heart,

'Tis time the chief should use some art:

Who parts the object from the sense.

Wisely cuts off intelligence.                                10

Oh, how quickly men must die,

Should they stand all love's battery!

Persinda's eyes great mischief do:

So do, we know, the cannon too;

But men are safe at distance still:                      15

Where they reach not, they cannot kill.

Love is a fit, and soon is past;

111 diet only makes it last:

Who is still looking, gazing ever,

Drinks wine i' th' very height o' th' fever.         20

AGAINST ABSENCE

MY whining lover, what needs all

These vows of life monastical.

Despairs, retirements, jealousies,

And subtle sealing up of eyes?

Come, come, be wise; return again;                     5

A finger burnt Js as great a pain;

And the same physic, selfsame art

Cures that, would cure a flaming heart,

Wouldst thou, whilst yet the fire is in,

But hold it to the fire again.                              10